Corsica and a Shabby Lieutenant
opened that club of his again; also that while we all
prophesy great things for Joseph and Lucien, it is about
Napoleon that we, like the townspeople, are always talk-
ing? And here we are at it again!"
With this she paused in her work and went to the
window that gave on a terrace behind the house, with a
few almond, mulberry, peach, and citron trees, and one
giant chestnut. Joseph, Napoleon, Lucien, were some-
where about the island, and Marianne Elisa away at
school at St.-Cyr; but here Pauline and Caroline, with
Louis and little Jerome, were playing quite near a summer-
house made of rude boards. It had been built several years
before by the Napoleon they were discussing, when the
weather was too hot for the coop in the attic, "to get
away," as he said, "from all the noise," Studying, study-
ing always—that rude little structure was significant,
she thought.
"Do you know," she said, as she returned to her sew-
ing, "I had a dream last night. He was a baby again,
playing with those faded red flowers on the carpet here;
then a boy mounted on a hobby-horse. Suddenly he grew
into a man, and the hobby-horse turned into a .charger,
while the carpet became a blood-red sky. Then he rode
across the sky, high in the heaven, all his brothers and
sisters in his train. Then, when he reached the zenith, he
looked down from the trail of glory—and smiled at me
as I lay in my bed as if to say, 'Will you believe in me
now, Signora Mother?'"
"Pshaw!" said the abbe, returning to his salty humor
again, as the sounds of childish bickerings arose from
the yard. "They'd all quarrel before they were half-way
up. Joseph would be advising Napoleon which way to ride*
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